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I thought he was exaggerating and said so.
" It's the truth, Oliver," Buell said earnestly. " I don't claim to be
entirely not in my cups, but there's a part of my head that's clear as a
bell, and if I were to repeat all that Hynson says, you'd think I was
raving. Well, I propose to find out a whole lot more from Hynson ;
and when I repeat it, I propose to be listened to ! I'm going to have
a witness to bear me out."
Mrs. Jump returned, reeling dangerously, and with three bottles of
wine clutched to her bosom drove us before her up the stairs, thrusting
herself between us to kick at a door from behind which came the tinkle
of a harpsichord and a gay chorus.
The voices were mostly female, but were submerged beneath a
bellowing baritone, unmistakably Captain Hynson's, that roared out
the familiar chorus :
" Nut-brown maiden
Thau hast a slender waist to clasp ;
Nut-brown maiden
Thou hast a slender waist!
A slender waist is thine, love,
Tlie arm around ifs mine> love ;
Nut-brown maiden
Thou hast a slender waist to clasp ;
Nut-brown may-hay-den
Thou hast a slender waist! n
When no attention was paid to Mrs. Jump's kicks, she opened the
door and walked in.
At the far end of the room I saw Captain Hynson with a girl in his
lap and a glass in his hand. Beside him, before a harpsichord, sat two
other young women. One of them, a sulky-looking girl with narrow
shoulders and broad hips, evoked tinny music from the ancient
instrument with an air of disdain. The other, garbed in lacy gar-
ments, and chalky white of face, sang throatily and with upward-rolling
eyes.
As the chorus ended, Hynson leaned forward and resoundingly
whacked the sulky-looking player on her generous buttocks.
" Play it again, Cotton," he shouted. " Don't stop till I tell you
to!"
&Hss Cotton screamed and slapped at Hynson, and in the act of
slapping caught sight of Buell. When she would have risen, Hynson
whacked her again, so that she stayed where she was and screamed
again, more from irritation tHan pain.